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With no more question made; and this I will,
If yet they grant me but their meanest man
For opposite as equal

Queen*                         Have they hearts,

That have you for their fiery star of fight
To see and not to follow ?   That I could
.But give mine own among all these away
And with the parcels of it portioned out
Divide myself into a hundred hearts
Of manlier-spirited blood, to raise us up
For these a tribe of soldiers !    Speak to them,
And they will hear and hunger to go on
Full of your words to death ; yea, all as I
Will thirst to die around you.    O my God !
What is their blood that it can kindle not
To be so called of such a chief to die,
To hear his words and leap not ?    Hast thou made
Such stuff of man's flesh as we take for man,
And mixed not soul enough to serve the hound
Who gives for love his life up ?   These go back,
These that might die, they start aside from death,
They have no joy to close with it, but fear,
These that I deemed, come what might U-orst on us,
vShould fall with face and heart one fire of joy
To ride on death and grapple him and die.
Have I not heard of men once in the world?
I see none only but mine only love,
Who finds not one to follow.    You shall fight,
And if we thrive not shame them with your end
As I with mine ensuing.   That I might stand